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368 THE RIVERMAN
Carroll sat leaning against the golden harp, her shining

head with the soft shadows bent until it almost touched

the strings. Her hands were straying idly over accustomed
chords and rich modulations, the plaintive half-music of

reverie. A soft light fell on her slender figure; half re-

vealed the oval of h t cheek and the sweep of her lashes.

Orde crept to her unheard. Gently he clasped her from

behind. Unsurprised she relinquished the harp strings and
sank back against his breast with a happy little sigh.

" Kind of fun being married, isn't it, sweetheart ? " he

repeated their quaint formula.
" Kind of," she replied ; and raised her face to his.

THE END


